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for nothing. His two faithful friends, who were mine as
well, were poor, and could only send me their sympathy
and affection. This terrible news was accompanied by a
letter of exchange for a thousand crowns, which the dead
man, thinking of me to the end, had secured twenty-four
hours before. Everything else went to his creditors.
I remained shut up for three days. Then I decided to go
to Madrid by way of Paris. Paris seemed a new world to
me; I found poor people become rich, rich poor; new build-
ings, new streets; I no longer knew my way about. The
craze for plays had introduced a new system, new rules,
new actors; everything had become dearer. Crowds of
miserable people, to distract their minds from their troubles,
paced up and down the false ramparts, which went by the
sonorous name of boulevards. The luxury of those who
drove was only apparent because of the contrast. The two
extremes were turn and turn about, beheld and beholders.
Paris is perhaps the only city in the world which ^an change
its face completely in five or six years.
When I left Paris, I was alone, without a servant, but
otherwise in a tranquil frame of mind. I had a hundred
louis in my purse, and a letter of credit for eight thousand
francs on Bordeaux. I was going to a country where I had
need of circumspection, I had lost all my extraneous re-
sources; death had isolated me; I began to see that I had
arrived at what is called a certain agey an age at which for-
tune frowns on one as a rule, and the smiles of women be-
come rare.
I got into my post-chaise at six o'clock in the evening,
intending to travel all night, and dine at Orleans. I reached
Bourg-la-Reine in half an hour, and then I feel asleep, to
wake at Orleans at seven o'clock in the morning.
O my dear, my beautiful France! where in those days
things went so well, in spite of the lettres de cachet, in spite
of the coruees and the misery of the people, and the good
pleasure of the king and his ministers, dear France, what
hast thou become to-day? The people is thy sovereign, the